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The knocking at my hotel door became a heavy pounding. | took a swig of my beer and stared at it, wondering 
if | even wanted to answer the fucking thing. Only one person could sound so obnoxious without actually saying 
a word. 


"Open the fucking door, James!" Lars shouted and continued to try drilling through the door with his fist. 


| set the beer down and slowly stood. | didn't want to talk to him. He had made some pretty major decisions 
without consulting the rest of us and frankly, | was pissed. 


"I know you're in there, fucker!" A kick accompanied the fierce hammering. "Open up. This is important.” 


"It always is with you, Uli," | muttered under my breath, making my way to the door. His fierce determination 
had gotten us to where we are today, but | sometimes wished he would know when to walk away. But that 
wasn't likely to happen 


"What the fuck do you want?" | growled as | threw open the door. "You trying to wake the whole god-damned 


hotel? It's two o'clock in the fucking morning!" 


"Do | look like | give a shit?" He pushed passed me. "You gotta do something. | swear to fucking god you've gotta 
do something. He'll listen to you." 


| folded my arms and watched as he raked a hand through his long hair. He was really worked up about 
something and | had a clue as to what it was, but | wasn't going to make it easy for him. "What the fuck are 
you talking about? What is it that | have to fucking do?" 


He snatched up my beer bottle. It was halfway to his lips when he realized it was empty. He slammed it back 
down on the table, rattling the other empty bottles. "Shit! Does everything have to be a fucking battle? Why 
am | always the fucking bad guy?" 


"Lars," | roared. "Will you quit talking to yourself and get to the god-damned point?" 
"It's Kirk," he said. "He's upset." 


"You have some fucking nerve." | stalked toward him. "Of course he's upset. You added two more months to 
this god-damned tour without asking any one of us. Fuck, we're supposed to make those decisions together. I've 
been living out of a suitcase for almost two fucking years! And you're surprised that he's upset? Damn it, we 


all are." 
Lars rubbed his forehead with the back of his hand and when he spoke his voice had lost some of the anger, 
but not the frustration. "Man, | know | didn't ask, but, fuck, | did it for the good of the band. It's with fucking 


Guns ‘n Roses. That could mean some good things for us. Don't you understand that?" 


Fuck, of course | understood that. We'd been together since the beginning. It's always been about Met. "You 
know | do, fucker, but if you drive us into the ground, there won't be any band." 


He slumped into the chair | had been sitting in earlier. "Yeah, yeah, | know, and I'll try to remember to talk to 
you guys about stuff before | agree on anything that affects the band." 


"You better do more than try, dick!" | growled. "Because some of us won't put up with this shit for very long." 


"Okay, | get that already," he snapped at me. "But you know what? What's done is done. So we have to fucking 
do the two months." He stood up. "You think you can talk some fucking sense into Kirk?" 


"Why should I? If he wants to be pissed, let ‘im." 


"You know what? You're right. Absolutely fucking right." Lars moved to the still open hotel room door. "Why 
should | give a fuck about Kirk? Why should any of us give a fuck about him? You obviously don't care." 


| grabbed his arm. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


He jerked free from my grasp and gazed up at me. "Kirk's not just pissed, James, he's fucking destructive. His 
hotel room is being trashed as we speak. But, hey, if he hurts himself in the process its no skin off my 
fucking back Cuz, you know, he's entitled to be fucking pissed" 


His sarcasm did nothing to alleviate the sudden sinking sensation | felt. The alcohol sloshed around in my gut as 


my stomach churned. "Y-you think he might hurt himself?" 


Lars looked me right in the eye. “This is Kirk we're talking about. What do you think?" He was quiet for a 
minute, apparently hoping that would sink in. "You need to do something, James. You're the only one who can" 
He turned and walked out, leaving me to stare after him. 


He was right. Kirk and | had a special relationship that only got stronger when Cliff died. | can't explain it. We're 
just a part of each other. And Lars, being a perceptive bastard, figured that out a long time ago. Hell, it's 


never been a secret so l'm thinking Jason knew, too. 


| left my door open and strode down the hall to Kirk's room. | raised my hand to knock, but paused as 
something hit the wall. "Kirk," | called, bringing my fist down onto the wood. "Open up, man, we gotta talk." | had 
the strangest sense of déja vu. 


"Go away!" Something hit the door and it rattled in its frame. "Don't wanna talk.” 


| gritted my teeth. Fucker was going to make this hard. Well, so fucking be it. "Kirk, I'm not fucking asking you. 
I'm telling you, open the god-damned door!" 


"Leave me the fuck alone! Just stay the fuck away from me!" 


The discordant jangle of a guitar note filled my ears just as something hit the door again. Fuck, Lars was right. 
Things were bad if Kirk was destroying guitars. | was afraid.afraid for him. | fucking hated that feeling and so 

my voice was even sharper, lower, and just a bit deadly when | spoke my next words. "Noisy Thing, you need to 
open this door right now, because if | have to do something drastic to get in there, the consequences won't be 


pretty.” 


Something must have registered with him because things got quiet all of a sudden. | waited a moment and 


smiled as the door swung open. Victory was mine. Or so | thought. 


“Threatening me, James?" His gaze was cold as it raked over me. "Well, | don't give a fuck. You don't scare me. 


So why don't you peddle your shit somewhere else?" He started to close the door. 


Before the door could fully shut, | pushed it open and yanked him out in the hallway. "I don't think so. We're 
going to deal with this shit and we're going to deal with it now." | pulled and dragged his ass toward my room. 


Throwing him inside, | slammed the door shut behind me and locked it. "You aren't going anywhere." 

Kirk's chest was heaving with exertion. | had glimpsed the destruction of his room and it had taken a lot of 
energy to do that. His fight with me down the hallway only made it worse. | just folded my arms and took my 
fill of him. 


He took a step toward me. "Move out of my way, James." 


| lifted an eyebrow. "What makes you think l'm gonna move? You can't get by me so don't even try." To 


emphasize the point, | leaned against the door. 


His eyes narrowed. "Just once, I'd like to be left alone. Just once. But, no, you have to pull some caveman 


routine and drag me out of my room. What the fuck is that all about?" 


"You were throwing crap around and breaking shit. Someone has to look out for you because you certainly 


don't fucking do it" 

"Oh?" He took a few more steps toward me. "And you elected yourself my protector? Well, fuck youl” 

"le just about had enough of this shit," | growled at him. "You know how it is between us and | don't have to 
fucking justify what | do. So why don't you fucking tell me what your problem is so we can deal with it and 


move on?" 


"My fucking problem? You want to know what my problem is?" His hands went to his hips. "Lars added months 
to this fucking tour. | know you can't be happy about that either.” 


"No," | said slowly. "But | can understand why he did it. Cut him some slack" | shook my head. "And you're more 
than just pissed. You're overreacting. | think you're just fucking tired." 


He threw up his hands. "Yeah, | am fucking tired! Tired of this tour. Tired of hotel rooms. Tired of sleeping in 
strange beds!" 


A slow grin spread across my face and | moved into his personal space. "Why didn't you say so, Noisy thing? 


You know | could take care of that. All you had to do was ask." 


His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. It seemed as if he was finally getting a clue as to where this was 
going. It took him long enough. | always used the same solution to diffuse his anger. "James?" 


| reached for the hem of his undershirt and pulled it over his head. The air conditioner of the hotel room hit 
him and his nipples instantly pebbled. | reached out and skimmed my fingertips over them and he sucked in his 


breath. 
"Fuck," he hissed out. "We're not doing this right now. We can't do this right now." 


"Yes, we can," | murmured as | stripped off my own black t-shirt and unbuttoned my jeans. "You know you 


want this so quit arguing and take your shorts off!" 

He pursed his lips and crossed his arms over his chest. His stance just screamed, "make me". 

That's okay. | loved a challenge. | quickly removed the rest of my clothes and | noticed him glance at my 
already hard cock. A good argument always made my blood boil. With him, it was always in a certain part of 
my anatomy. Strangely enough, he always seemed to need to be reminded of that fact. "Not going to do as 
your told, Noisy Thing?" 

His eyes were still on my cock. "Huh?" 

| wasn't really expecting an answer. | suddenly grabbed him by the arms and tossed him onto my bed where 
he bounced once before settling. He tried to scramble to a sitting position, but a hard push to the chest had 
him sprawling again. | grabbed his shorts and gave a hard yank. 

He yelped and scooted backward. 


| dangled the torn garment in front of him and grinned. "You're in for it now, baby." 


"Shit, James," he breathed, his eyes dilating, a good sign of his arousal. "What are you going to do?" He moved 
to sit up again. 


"Don't you dare fucking move," | rumbled, my eyes narrowing. 


He nodded, for once doing what he was told | could tell he was getting excited. His dick was rising from its 
beautiful nest of curls just waiting for me to play with it. 


| stared down at him. "You know who's in charge here. Right, Hamlet?" | flicked at one of his nipples and he 


whimpered. "Tell me who's in charge." 

"Y-you are, James, you are." His tongue snuck out and licked the top of his lip. "You're in charge." 

"That's right, baby," | purred, sitting next to him. "We're gonna do a little anger management" | reached into 
the end table drawer where | had placed my emergency supplies. "Trust me, you'll feel better when l'm all 


done." 


His eyes tracked my movements and they widened as he saw the things in my hand. "James!" He reared up. 


Again, | pushed him back down, pinching a nipple as | did so. | grasped his wrist and slipped the silver bracelet 
around it. | did the same to the other, handcuffing his wrists together. | grabbed the other pair and attached 
his bound wrists to the headboard. 


He tugged at them, but both he and | knew they were secure. "You're not getting away from me, Noisy thing.’ 
| leaned down and gave him a hard kiss. My hand skimmed down his chest, over his pelvic bone, before taking 
hold of his cock With a few rough jerks, | brought him to complete fullness and | was able to slip the cock ring 
on without any difficulty. 


"Fuck, James, fuck!" He squirmed. "Man, don't do this to me. Fuck!" 


‘Oh, but | want to." Once again, | reached into the drawer, this time pulling out a bottle of baby oil. See, l'm 
always prepared to take care of my baby. | poured some into my hands and rubbed them together to warm it. 


Kirk was already starting to sweat. His curly hair was sticking to his forehead, the side of his neck. | couldn't 
resist and | leaned down to nuzzle at his ear, blowing gently. 


He arched off the bed. "You're going to tease me all night, aren't you?" 


| gave a little lick to his jaw before tugging gently at his earlobe with my teeth. "No," | whispered to him. 


"More like torment you." 
His answer to that was a moan. 


| moved back into a sitting position and with deliberately light strokes, | moved across his shoulders with my 
oiled hands. | spread the oil across his upper chest, making sure to liberally coat his nipples. | didn't pinch them 
or squeeze them. | just rubbed them with my thumbs, loving the way they glistened with the oil. His stomach 


muscles quivered as | moved farther down his body and he was beginning to moan constantly. 


As my hands cradled his hips, | planted kisses along his jaw before taking his mouth. | thrust my tongue 


between his lips, wanting to taste him. | swallowed his groan as his tongue met mine. 

"James," he murmured my name as | pulled away. 

| grabbed the oil and added a little more to my hands before moving to his thighs. | kneaded the hard muscles 
there. Carefully, | smoothed my hands over his knees and massaged his calves. | reached his feet and took 
each one between my palms, letting my fingers work oil into his skin 

When | was satisfied, | leaned back and admired my work. His whole body glistened even as it quivered with 
need. His ringed cock was standing at attention His hands were clutching the metal chain of the handcuff as if 


he were holding on for dear life. 


"| love seeing you like this." My normal rumble was choked with emotion. "Knowing | did this to you." | kissed the 


balls of his feet and his toes flexed. "So beautiful. So god-damned magnificent. And all mine." 
"Yours. Yours," he chanted, "But fucking do something. Let me come. Take me. Give it to me hard! 

| didn't answer. Instead, | reached between his legs with my still-coated fingers and skimmed his asshole. 
He jumped and opened his legs wider. "Please," he whimpered. "Touch me again" 


| teased his opening with my finger, drawing lazy circles around it. "What would you like me to do, baby? Tell 


me. | wanna hear you say it" 


"Fuck, James, just do it. Stick your fingers in. Get me ready. Wanna feel your cock. Do it" He tugged at his 
handcuffs, yanking his wrists. 


| withdrew my fingers and he whimpered at the loss. "No tugging, Kirk," | said, frowning at him. "I don't want 
you to hurt yourself." 


"Fuck," he breathed out as he stopped pulling and grabbed the chain again. "Fine. Just fucking do something 
already." His arms tensed, his muscles bunching as he clutched at the metal and | knew that despite my 


warning, his palms were going to contain marks. 


| smoothed my oiled hands down his arms, trying to relax him. | felt him ease a fraction as | skimmed his sides 


with my fingertips. Finally, | reached his opening and slipped a finger inside. 
He was breathing heavily and | waited for him to adjust. "Ready for another?" 
"Yes, yes, fucker, do it!" 


| grinned, watching his stomach sink in and out as he tried to take in a breath. | added a second finger and he 
wiggled. 


| flexed both fingers, searching for the spot that would set him off. 

"James!" he shouted, his hips lifting from the bed. 

"That what you wanted?" | asked and reached inside him again. 

He howled, his hips bucking wildly. "Fucker! | gotta come. You gotta let me come. Please. Oh, fuck!" 

A third finger went in and | scissored them, stretching him so that he would accept my cock without too 


much trouble. As | continued to work my fingers into his hole, | leaned down and swiped my tongue across the 


head of his dick. 


He shuddered and made an incoherent sound, arm muscles straining against the handcuffs. It was time. If | 
didn't do something soon his wrists were not only going to be red, but achy and bloody as well. And that was 
certainly not my intention 

| withdrew my fingers and liberally coated my cock with baby oil. Taking his legs, | wrapped them around my 
waist. Before he took another breath, | pushed inside him, slipping past the tight ring of muscle. Fuck, he felt so 
good. 

"Fuck, you feel so good" He echoed my thoughts. "M-move." 

| stabbed into him, pulling my cock almost all the way out before driving into him again. My body was warm 
and sweat was dripping down the center of my back as | continued my assault on his ass. "Fuck, Kirk, you're so 


tight. So sweet. Feels like fucking home." 


My thrusts increased and so did his moans. As | felt myself nearing my orgasm, | shakily reached for the cock 
ring that bound him and slipped it off. "Come for me, Noisy Thing, let yourself go. Let me have it” 


With a garbled scream, his cock jerked and warm, wet semen hit my chest, coating my nipples and dripping 
down into my bellybutton. As he panted his ass muscles clenched, limbs shaking. It was enough to trigger my 
own response and | pumped him full of my seed. 

"G-god, James!" He struggled for breath. His body was still trembling. "Oh, god" 

| slipped out of him and got to my feet. Unsteadily, | moved around the bed. He had pretty much wrung out 
every last bit of energy | had. | unlocked the handcuffs and lowered his arms to the bed, massaging his red 
wrists as | did so. "You okay?" 


"Yeah." He gazed at me, eyes dark and unfathomable. "lm fine. Feel good” 


| kissed him on the lips. "'m glad," | said as | again dipped into my magic drawer. Grabbing a couple of baby 
wipes, | made short work of cleaning us both off before climbing back into bed next to him. 


"James," he yawned. "Can you answer a question for me?" 


| took him in my arms, making sure his head was cradled in the crook of my neck. Rubbing his back gently, | 
kissed the top of his head. "What do you wanna know, Noisy thing?" 


His arm went around my waist and | felt his leg drape over one of mine. "Why was | angry again?" 
| chuckled. My plan had worked. "You were tired of sleeping in strange beds." 


"Oh," he mumbled against my shoulder, his breath ghosting over my nipple. "Guess | won't have to worry about 


that anymore." 


"No," | agreed, tightening my arm around him. "Never again" 
"Tell," he yawned again, "tell Lars thanks." 

"For what?" 

"For extending the tour," he answered. "It has its benefits.” 
"Yeah, it does, Noisy Thing." | closed my eyes. "It sure does." 


The End 


